SHIRTS  AND  PHILOSOPHY
of unmade clothing, a pandemonium of rasping curses from drivers and half-awake, half-grown men with aprons, staggering under immense burdens, overtopped the rattling and the clanging from Broadway beyond.
And then we felt our way up two creaking flights of stairs, and my cousin opened a door, and we entered. We proi ceded to the right toward an elongated counter, where I was introduced to the boss; my cousin removed his coat and collar, and disappeared into the wilderness beyond. I followed him with my eyes, and the sight did not cheer me. There were three endless tables running almost through the entire length of the loft in parallel lines. Each table was dotted with a row of machines, and in front of these sat the operatives like prisoners chained to their posts. Men and women they were, collarlesn, disheveled, bent into irregular curves; palpitating, twitching, as if they were KO many pistons and levers in some huge, monstrous engine. On the nearer end, around a smaller square table, stood an old, white-bearded man, a young girl, and a boy, marking shirts with a pencil, pulling threads, folding, "finishing." The intermittent whirring of wheels, the gasping and sucking of the power-engine (somewhere out of night), the dull murmur of voices, heightened the oppressive effect.
My first lesson, administered by a frowsy little nmn in shirt-sleeves and no collar, with his suspenders dan-gh'ng loosely at his sides, was very bewildering. I had thought that I was to learn how to make jrfilrtu; but
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